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Face kindles face with fire,
Hearts take and give desire, Strange joy breaks red as tempest on tormented lands.
Day to day, man, to man,
Plights love republican,
An4 faith and memory burn with passion toward each other ;
Hope, with fresh heavens to track,
Looks for a breath's space back, Where the divine past years reach hands to this their brother;
And souls of men whose death
Was light to her and breath Send word of love yet living to the living mother.
They call her, and she hears ;
O France, thy marvellous years, The years of the strong travail, the triumphant time,
Days terrible with love,
Red-shod with flames thereof, Call to this hour that breaks in pieces crown and crime;
The hour with feet to spurn,
Hands to crush, fires to burn The state whereto no latter foot of man shall climb.
Yea, come what grief now may
By ruinous night or day,
One grief there cannot, one the first and last grief, shame.
Come force to break thee and .bow
Down, shame can come not now,  . E